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CHRISTMAS PACKAGES

Wishing the rca‘ers of this page
one and all a merry Christmas and a
salubrious New Yegr, and regreiting
that the Christmas Gree must be Hmii-
od this year by gpage, we hefeby dis-
tribute the following presents donated
1o popular favorites by an Mmlriu
public.

l(lke

Randall-—A Carnegie bera|

n Lightfoot — A rlrst-clnu per-
ambulator.
E. A. Mott-8Smith—1,000 birth cer-
tificates.
Alex. Lindsay—A $60,000 law prac-

tice.
:vvem Frear — Peace pipe (from
Waoming gang).
D. L. Conkling—Box of pre-digested
food.
Soapbox Barron—A rattlie and |,
megaphone. -
. W. W. Thayer—Box of taffy.
¢ H. Olson—$1,000,000 Mahuka
rd (by federal jury).
rshal Hendry—One “Big Ben.”

W. Breckons—Pe ual contral | !

of ithe territorial mﬁn ”@1

_ “Bounteous” Bevan K Bn writ-

‘ing and staging pl

egate Kuh!o-—‘ar‘ 'ang.

arry Lake—A great future.

ua Tucker—Ticket to next Ma-

convention.

rge Davis—Bottle soothing ayr-

.nfn'n Kabanamoku — Austrafia’s|han

{opens it. and

ME.LOW-DRAMA

s(fllli-—lltenor of the old farm-
house

TIME—About five years ago.

CHARACTERS — The Heroine, the
Yillain, the Che-lld, and, of
course, the Mor-tgage.

{The best music for this scene
would be the piece called “"Hearts =nd
Flowers".)

As the scene opens, the Heroine is
fiscovered crouched In a chair at the
right of the stage before a canvas)
fireplace in which repose several logu
of wood. underneath which is a red
l?lt Through the open window at

back of the stage confétti show
ean be seen slowly drifting dewn from
out of the flys, while a tin-pan racket
may be occasiohally heard, reminding
cne of the wind. The herolne rises
+r3% her seat and going over to a
radle, which may be seen near the
ont of the lﬁe. right, reaches down
and from 1t es a doll dressed to
represent a baby. With one hand on
hor fore and the other hugging
the che-lld to her breast, she walks
hall-way across the stage and stops.
‘Ha! She heaves a sigh.

“Alone, alone!"-she cries. “Alone
th tise orooel wolld with me che-ild
;nd not a il the house to buy
eyen a dill

She repeats. !h stunt a couple of

{tfmes and then places the che-ild in

its cradle and goes over to the small
table, center stage, and removes from
a drawer a revolver loaded with sun-
dry blank cartridges.

“I will end it all,” she says, in a
low whisper. “Ah, why did Clarence
desert muh in this manner after 1 ha
been a troo and loving wife. Thank
l')od his che-ild shall never live to
#iknow that its father was a clothes-
cleaner!”

As she ig examining the revolver
aud preparing to make her departure
te another world, & knock is heard at
the door. 8he drops the gun and
es wildly around the stage.

hat's that?” she cries, #n a 10w

“Can it be ce came
to claim muh n ‘own
7 She ‘to the door and
! who enters but the
Villain, Harold, the Hasty Hair-Dress-
er. The Heroine starts back in sar-
prise, but Harold pays no attention to
her, and walks over to the fireplace,
where. after seemingly warming his

_and brushing a few flakes of

‘the ﬁeonfe't_tl snow off his shobiders,
%m NW,M‘H remové hie tur-lined over-|

.Bdlmrunn

A, A 'ﬂtmm
system, in good workiag order,
Mayeor Fern—Compiete control.
Jus. L. Coke—Breckons’ job.

Dr. Pratt—A clean bill of bealth.
Tr. A. N. Stuclair—Book e€ntitlied |Says

“Strungulating Tubsredlosis mtnh"-
PASSING OF TﬂE OLD JOKES

Al‘lidleo'orthemmnwhen the
busy day s through, marking all the
jokegmaiths' capers, funny stuais the
artists do; 1'm cimpressed by some-
ﬁlnmtudym{mdm

wiewory comes Haunting
to be. 1[)0;"!

veyard ‘would,

t fies dead and

of fhis joke-i
dnyhnlaoalnr-

’1

me of laughs that are no meore, | am

gube before. (No wiore upon the com-
ic screen Jene starts the fire with ker-
orene.)

Startled thus on search unhappy
for old friends of Mirth and me, 1 re-
scan the columas snappy where the
sinlles are secattored free; then, with
sorrowful emotion 1 discover further
loss—one more Mmark of Wit's devo-
tion 10 oblivien gets the toss. (No
playful rhymes now run upon gieon~
apple pangs of ilttle John.) AN of
thede bright buds of humor had their)
fondly lingering day. but the last. liko
passing rumor, faded sure and swifl
away. On the road of their last tak-
ing there must followers be, 1 know.
and a little choice I'm making of the
proper next o go. (E'er women vole
let’s (ix the fate of the chesinut “Is
my hat.on straight?").

THE SEASON OF SELF-
DENIAL

Now comes ‘the ‘season when the
man just gets along the best he can}
with old suspenders, mended hose.
anrd neckties which must wear _dis-
close.  His handkerchiefs are frayed
and few, but the supply he won't re-
new. Of sleeve links he himself de-
nics; to tie: his cuffs with string he
trice. He wlll not buy a ring or’pin;
he leaves the stubb!e on his cbin be-
canse he lacks” a razor's care. He
won't buy 'hrushes for his hair—be-
cause he thiiks each loving friend
some little token will extend and—
hot his heart the faocy lifts—he’ll
get them all as Christmas gifts.

Comes merry Yuletide, full of glee,

And now we plainly see

We must buy coal, and food,
clothes, and Christmas presents

for a lot of people, and give away

Tm- twirls
fisustache. . A Villaln would not-be &

Jjday.
andlj

tile. Oh, yes, and he
ends of his long, black

coat and

polls| yiinin wurless he had a long, black
mustache, After he has performed all
these duties that his part of the play
calls for, he turns on the Heroine,
wlth onc of thole wieked umlles. and

A AS SHE ISPLAYED!

*8o0. Gwendolyn Pairfu, you Spwrn-
ed me love to marry me enemy, Clar-
ence, the Clever Clothes-Cleaner, and
this is the thanks you get. But it is
not too late to secure the Che-ild. You
must either marry muh or I will seil
the old farm. You must either sign
ibe zapers or I will tell all.”

“YTou brute!" erles the Heroine.
seed vou kill the pore man who was
the owner of this farm, and I also
saw you 'ide the buddy. Do you
think that I would give me Clarence
up for yuh?”

“Then you refuse to marry muh?”
cries the Villain in a towering rage.
“What is that pore cloths-cleaner to
yvou? I have money, and can give
you everything.”

“l may be married to a pore man,”
says the Heroine, “but I would rather
De that than what your go-old would
make muh.”

“But I have . the Papers! Would
yuh have muh sell the old farm and
turn yuh out in the crool woild?”

“I hate you!" cries the Heroine,
“and 1 will never marry you!”

“So you spurn muh love?”  once
more ‘asks the Villain. *“Curses on
you! * You shall be paid for this!”
Whereupon he proceeds to seize the
Herolhe and, despite her struggles,
gags her and ties her to a chair. Go-
ing over to where he laid his over-
coat, he takes out of a pocket some:
thing which to the casual observer
might be a stick of dynamite. He also
fishes around in the pocket until he
finds a make-belleve fuse, which he
attaches to the stick of dynamite. Go-
ing over to the ‘chair where he l;aq
the Heroine bound and gagged, lu'
places the stick of dynamite under the

had | ehair dnd trails the fuse over fto the

door.

He then proceeds to put on Kis fur-
lined overcoat and silk lid and then
viys to the Heroiney

“I will be revenged for the way you
nave treated muh, and [five minutes
after 1 light the fuse you and the
Che-ild and - the farmhouse will be
blown to smitheresns. Good-bye for-
t-r-reve-rrr!!!"

Golng. owlF 't s Sbof: e, feels i

onee | 2is pockets [or some matches and fin-

~lly his search is rewarded. He tries
to stike one, but it fails to light. Then
he tries apother. It also fails. The
Yillain suddenly starts up in dismay.

“Foiled again!” he cries, and van-
isheg through the door into the dark-
1ess.

~ You see, kind reader, his plans to
festroy the Heroine and the che-iid as
well as the aforementioned farm-
house, had really been folled. He
found to his dismay that all the
matches he had were safety matches,
iand he had neglected to bring the box
with him. And, of course, the Hero
enters later and sets the Heroine free,
and they live bappily ever after, as

the novelists say.

“Won't you Iuok at some wmice tles,
sir?

“What do I want with ties? Can’t
you see I'm ‘letting my beard grow?”

————

" Do you consider it a crime for men

to play golf on Sunday?”
“No, but I-consider it a crime
hear them play on that day.”

to

“What do you think is the hardest
thing they encounter in aviation?”
“The carth.”

“Say, mister, dou't you want a boy?"

“What for?”

“To pay live a week to.”

“For doing what?”

“Why, fer hangin’ around here
week waltin' fer the five.”

all

LR

“Aungust! Come here!
“Don’t call me August.
me hot.”

It makes

“Why ceuldn’t
the ark?”
“Becausce Noah stood on the deck.”

they play cards in

LAUGHS FROM THE BEST SHOWS

"_M’y wife has a great affection for
me. Every timme I'm out late she sits
up and waits for me.” _

“That isn't affection; it's suspicion.”

your wife/look like?"
ecided bhlonde.”

I was with her when

“What d

“She's a

“Yes, | know.
she decided.”

And now a soul paused at the very
pertal.

“There is no marrying nor giving
in marriage here? it faltered timidly.

“Nane,” answered 8St. Peter with
a kindly smile.

“Thank you,” said the soul,
went in without wiping its feet.

and

Teacher: In what part of the Bible
is it taught that a man =hould have
only one wile?

Little Boy: 1 gues it's the part that
S4YS no 1\man can serve Lwo masters.

“What is Billy Hardat doing these
davs?" asked Smithers.

“Oh, he's working his son’'s  way

through college,” said little Binks.

- —— e

HEARD IN THE OFFICE

Poet: Let me tell you, sir, that
poem cost me a month’s bard labor.

Editor (who has read the poem):
Iz that all? If 1'd been the judge who
passed the scntence you'd have gotten

|a year,

Court Reperter: Why did they send
that poor booh to the insane asvium?

City Editor: A train of thought
passed through his brain and wrecked
it.

Sob Miss' (dressed for the theater):
¢ it raining, Willie?

The Cub: Not a taxicab rain.

City Editor: These are the duays
when the editorial writer looks medi-
tatively out of the window. takes a
fresh chew of tobacco and pens an
editorial on Winter in Alaska.

Anything in the extra?
Nothing extra.

Visitor:
Editor:
The Cub: I'm too tired to work.to-
City Ed.: What's the trouble?
The Cub: 1 covered that chess
tournaiment last night and it was just
one blamed move after another.

a lot of junk we don’'t want, and]

get o lot we ean’t use,
And for a vear in debt we'll be,

Sob Sister: 1T wonld love
sute furs for this winter.

to nave

The Cub: All right. I'll get you a

pair of ear-muffs.

Society Editor:—Congratulate meo;
I'm engaged.

Proof Reader:—No! Honest? Who's
left you money?

“(Mty Editor:—What do ycu thing of
thig “mush™ thit the feller down in
Kzkeako wiites.
ke carrics s id2as a bit too far?

Cub Reperter:—Sure. He

fice r.earer the center of town, They'd
print any thing.

Say, Cueb, you are so all fired gol
cern' smirt, why is it that we don't
see any bald heads in th2 front rows
at the theaters hore In Honolulu?

Hili! No ticket scalpers herce that
I have seen,

BUSINESS.
“Mirandy! Mirandy! Git up! They's
tew
racrnin’ ain't been

an' th' chickens

IMPOSSIBLE.
Lawyer—You sayv that vou want a
divorce from vyour husband. Why is
it that von can’'t get along with him?
Client—We wantas me to bhe reason-
lat.le.

u!,

1it. Bpot w'athappened me Iast year;

BEING THE

[\ FABLE

this Xmas stunt gets me reg-
Every year it's de same -old
A goil, 'speshully one in de

T

..bs)"
ular.
Uing.

of breakin’ even wit de racket. Dis
Chris'mus | comes down here from Jde
Golden Gate bolg, and de foist t'ing 1
blows into Is a old side-kick, what
bones me for a touch on de plea dat's
coming on todde Happy Yuletide,

“An’ it's been goin' like dat ever
since. TFoist .ene ting, an’ den an-
‘oder, an’ de in de Btores is so
loaded down. wit' Chris'mus shoppin’
dat—on de level—dey ain't got time
to sell youse a bottle of patchouli or
a box o' paint. It's suttinly awful.

“But what gets me goat woist of
all #8 dat youse can't break away from

I was young den, and woikin’ in a
manicure cmporium on Market street
The stoige bhad'n pever entered me
nead in dem days. | was inherceat.
I was so innercent dat | didn" dare
40 dut after dark. Also | believed all
de bunk dey tells youse about Chris’-
mus. Honest [ did.

“Well, w'en last Chris'mus ¢omes
to pass, as dey say, | gets ready to

show bizz, ain’t got a chanct on eart'! jn* fierce.

hung up muh stockin’ Sure. I did,

IN SLANG]

An' I ,goes throo me stockin's an'
dere wasn't one w'at didn't have a
hole im t. That's wot comes of wolk-
in" in a unnlcnre parior. It's suﬂp-

“Well, Iguaﬂonmm’bu
and [ blows six bits on a pair of!

Chris'mus stockin’s. " So “help me!
Dey wus sold to me as de latest t'illg
in Chris'mus preseats, and . I

home proud 'n' happy. Well, | hntli
'em up. Yes, [ aint no hog, but |

allus believed in doin’ t'ings proper,|

n’ | says, ‘It ain't no use bein' stingy
wid a gink wot youse is askin' favors
of.

“Den 1 beats it to bed, and bein’
wore out wid peolishing gebts’ nails
all day, goes to muh innercent sleep.

“W'en | wakes it's momn 'n" me
bein’ anxious, bunks for place
w'ere. I'd left dem socks. And whats
d‘reth.ink' Some ru gink had
bin 'n’ cut‘a hele in toes. | fig-
gered it out dat dis Santy Claus feller

M-

Dear Editor: —1 am ;oluuatriolrery hnuuhl.uilluv
nnmr live without him.
{may I arrange for my hmryabuu me what te do.

[lhe boat?

from here to San Francisco.

Anxious,
Throw your laundry out the port
bole; it will be washed ashore—

Editor.
freckles. Kindly 6 me bow 1/80

untotrllum.

Miss- Ann Tique.
_Try_this ointmept: One. ounce
tweltrdmmel acuni
on 'M' !
careful not to let it ortl.dﬂ.
Atterthrnbours.m the
with the point of & BhaYp
Editor.

ot
M

My Dear Sir;—I am a
forty-five and have

<ted that 1 am violent

can | take as & '
Miss Anue 'rut.
Better try chioroform.—Editor.

Tun shy of Chril‘n‘ltli ‘gifts about de
time he gets to me 'n’, being nateral- |
Iy mean, snips dem ragsy break |
even. Anyhow, i aln't hod no pa- '
tidtice wid Chris'mus since den, 'n’
I'm goin' to cut down on de givin l
game from now on, beleeve muh!"

IKEY AN

DIRECT FROM THE HARDUP

lkey:—I see by der newspapers dat
der Rotels is chargin‘, for bread and
butier dese days. \

Louis:—Dat’s nodding. Vy, der
theaters are efen charging for der
programs.

lkey:—VYy iss lt dat you are looking
s0' high-minded and virtuous lateﬁv

Louls:=Vell," you see I have e-
cided to eut out der musical
for von week'and attend dat pe
ance of Shakegpeare vot [ see billed

IKey:—Iss id not a most fortunate
thing?

Louis:—Vat?

Ikey:—Dot peoble can't read der
kisses vot have been printed upon a
{zoil’'s tips. " *

bouln ~Vell, id
loved and lost
loved at all. i

lkey:—Sure. Dat is a case vere
you vin ven you lose.

Louis: —Ain’t it funpy dot womens
don't like a bald-headed ham.

Ikey:—Dere iss nodding der matter
mit & bald-headed man.

‘Louis:—How do you make it ofit?

Ikey:—Vell, you neffer saw a pira
of furniture vot had a marble top
is8 der

dan neffer to have

dot vasn't some good, did you?

Louis:—Say, TIkey, vot
meaning of MDCCCXCVIIL

Ikey:—Dot means eighteen hundred
and ninety-eight.

Louis:—Say, don't it strike you dot
they are carrying this spelling reform
entirely too far?

Ikey:—Do you velieve
suffrage?

Louis:—Sure [ do. 1 believe in
giffing der womnans deir rights.

Ikey:—1 vasf just thinking vot a
funny t'ing it vould be if a voinan
vuess a bolicemans,

Louis:—Vy vould it ‘be funny?

Ikey:—Because a voman vould ar-
rest a man just for der. pleasure of
valking to der station house mit him.

Louis: —Vot iss der latest news
from der Balkan frontier?

lkey:—I read dat der Turkish army
has taken Peruna.

Louis:—I read by der papers de
odder day dot der Boolgarian nation-
al hymn vas der “Turkey Trot.”

Ikey:—1 am gedding so heavy dese
days dat it makes me uncomfortable.

Louis: —Vell, vy for you don't take
sone exercise?

Ikev:—I have tried that but
makes me the more uncomfortable.

l.ouis:—I1 saw you down town last
night.

Tkey:-

Louis:

Ikey:—1 was not;
blond.

Louis:—I vent by vyour house at
von o'cloek this morning and saw a
lizht in der upstairs vindow. Dot

in voman

it

Who was 1 with?
-You was with a big crowd.
I was with a big

3

is . better to hnn#

'ls

vas strange.

D LOUIS

VﬁUBEVﬂ.LE G“OUW

Ikey:~—No, dot vas a l!ttlo stranger.

Louls:—Vy. for did you hit dot man
vot come in vour grocery store der
odder day?

Ikey:—Vell, vot vould you do to a
man if he come into your store and
asked you ¥ heé could uka a moving

picture of your
Louis ;

Tkey ' —
Wt?

Louis: —He iss always tallin; lnto
property. Der odder night he vas
coming home and he fell Into the
tasement of a new ten-story building.

Ikey:—My vife has a hobble sloit
now.

Louis:—Iss dot s0?

l <t

lk;g!;' ‘5‘& iss der
in der woild?

Ikey:—-Vot?

Louis: -lgn-old Inﬂ'l dﬂldll. Y

tkey: ;

Louis:—Sure I do; | aﬁun sit in
der front row.

Tkeyt
‘musical’

' Louis{—A m
of entertainm n which a' large
number of people on der stage appear
to be amusing themselves at der ex-
penge of der audience.

Ikey:—Vot iss it a parasite?

Louis:—Vy, a parasite iss von of

m""

edy?

dose tings vot they drops from bal-|

loons.
1key:—Say, can yvou tell me how it
8 dot a sculptor dies?

Louls: —Sure. He makes faces and | &d

busts.
Hkey:—1 used to be awful thin.
Louis:—Vell, vy iss id that you are
so fat now?
Tkey:—Vell, yon sce when I Wwas

ioa

m h ulw t.,

mﬁl comedy i8 aiform |}

—_— ’ i

Dear Mr. Editor:—I am

' in love with a young man,
ly he told a friend of

!was deeply in love with me.

After thinking this

have decided that I
You had
Advice to

try

LITTLE STORIES
__OF REAL LIFE

‘I‘hey stool tlm'o in tnrum'nw
fellow of twesty, snd|

maid of ceventeen, |

iowly his arms stole around ter, nrd

as he lightly kissed the upturned lips,
ske pushed him rudely from ..r.

“Take your check away, t'scar ” the
uchl-ad_ “You've been using a sule-
ty razor.”

And he d:lsauurul into oe night.

office. "ﬂlo‘.ldi

n!ta-.t

“Are vou.

‘surg that you Jove me !

s ':)f course 1 love you™ repiled th
u
“How long wil you lov.‘,ﬂo
“1 will love yvou ultll

are buried underneath ﬁ' m.

0D, s (hat allT” was &

ne st
B =3 .
)

ger

“N’o"'hond(cnlylﬂll."m

you tell me; vot:dss m ;

, ®ir,” said the ecollector,
umt. numb&

fifteen years old 1 fell ovid of .a vin-
dow and come down plamp. 4

Louis:—I have got u fierce pain cll
my stomach.

Ikey:—Vot kind of a pain iss it?

Louis:——It iss one of dose rmmd'
ones mit jaggy edges. !

Ikey:—T1 can imitate a violin.

Louis:—Can you?

Ikey : —No. |

Louis:—I hear dot Rebeccah mar- |
ried her husband to reform him.

Ikey:—Did she succede?

Louis:—No. He only lived
years alter der marriage.

lkey:-—Cohen Iss making a
show of himself.

Louis:—Has he been cutting up,
capers again? l

Ikey:—No. He is taking part in a
passion play for a moving picture
company.

Louis:—Do you know, dere has
been something trembling on my lips
for der last veek 7

Ilkey:—So 1 bave
don't you shave it off?

forty
holy

obkerved. Vy|

‘M- reécovery.

on der Imstaliment plan teday mun_ -

I have to pay is one dollar & month.
Ikey:—For how many momths?
Louis:—Och Gott! I forgat to ask. |,
lkey : —Miss Lewistein is a ver cour- }ed

agenus gofl, isn"t ghe? I
Louls:—] should say so. BShe l-

| engaged to marry a man by der name

of Triplets.

Tkey:—Vy did you put dot man nlt
of der hall at der dance Gu Dl
night?

Louis: —He claimed to be one of lhp
city firemen, and he was wearin’
celluloid collar.

Tkey:—8ay, Louis.

Lovis: —Vot?

can't have any more space.
Louis:—Vell,

Louis: —I bought me a set of books

P ——

Don’t you tkink that |

might !
Luve left that stud at a news=paper of-

automubilos gone by already this

turned out nto th' road yet!"—Judge. |

{ l NPAID \D\'l' RTISEMENT (

FINE VIEWS OF HAWAIAN SCENERY MAY BE HAD
FREE at

NUUANU & PALI'S

EVYERY DAY FROM NOW UNTIL LATER!

board at the

WHY PAY RENT

When you can live ouidoors every day in the year or

| gists and their famalies alive in this
| town for 20 years."—Harper's Weekly.

palatial

HOTEL DE ASCH

Rates furnished upon application to Judge Monsarrat

| Ikey:—Sure. Vot yill ve sing?
{ Louls:—Ve vill sing that old famillar
| bullet entitled “Vere der gristle cud-

u Profmor——

f D}"s place.

,song, can't we?

{dles in der canned goods, Marguerite.”

SERIES.
“Ever in a rallway accident?
“Well, 1 kissed a pretty girl once; §
'gcing through a tunnel.”
“Not a very serious accident that.™
“Yes, It was; T married her"—-ﬁtl
acelphin Bulletin. L4

F

KNEW IT.

“Do vou really believe, doctor, that
your old medicine really Xeeps any-
bod¥ alive?” asked the skeptic.

“Surely,” returned the doctor, “My

Tkey ~— Ve gotta cut this ouid. Ve|$
ve can sing a little g

‘s |

S| A

L
»
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IMHOV

mall ‘apd &m
"EASY ﬂdn‘k

# LONG SUMMER VACAT
153 .

'We'l'mb l‘uhl‘lu

“' The Bunko Scﬂoof

2]

Corresmnﬂtmo
Box $1144, Fottsr}
uuaatt :nti

R

 prescriptions have kept three drug: |

A DIFFERENCE.
“And what is that IJittle bunding
over there?" asked the visitor to Tom-

I “That? Oh. my wile calls that the
(garage,” said Tompy.

“Oh—what it your car?” asked the
visltor.

“Oh, that's a mlrage.

said Tonpy

22

!‘ORBALE—AMM
pups. Call “ 1'
wm'rm—-mma ¥ O
pound p 87,

——— —— e — P+ . =

WANTED—At once. €
‘low tooth to bite hol
mnuis. Apg ! s

| WANTED—A can of
g




